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"Well, you're in the same boat with everybody else.
The Country's like a tree ; you can keep it in order, but
you can't go taking it up by the roots to look at
them."
Michael looked at him, impressed.
" In public matters," said Soames, " the thing is to keep
a level head, and do no more than you're obliged."
" And what's to govern one's view of necessity ? "
" Common-sense.    One can't have everything."
And rising, he began scrutinising the Goya.
" Are you going to buy another Goya, sir ? "
" No ; if I buy any more pictures, I shall go back to the
English School."
" Patriotism ? "
Soames gave him a sharp look.
" There's no patriotism," he said, " in fussing. And
another thing you've got to remember is that foreigners like
to hear that we've got troubles. It doesn't do to discuss
our affairs out loud."
Michael took these sayings to bed with him. He re-
membered, when he came out of the war, thinking: ' If
there's another war, nothing will induce me to go.' But
now, if one were to come, he knew he would be going
again. So Old Forsyte thought he was just c fussing !'
Was he ? Was Foggartism a phlizz ? Ought he to come to
heel, and take up the state of the traffic ? Was everything
unreal ? Surely not his love for Fleur ? Anyway he felt
hungry for her lying there. And Wilfrid back, too ! To
risk his happiness with her for the sake of—what ? Punch
had taken a snap at him this week, grinning and groping
at a surrounding fog. Old England, like Old Forsyte,
had no use for theories. Self-conscious national
efforts were just pomposity. Pompous ! He ? The
thought was terribly disturbing. He got out of bed and

